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would have stunned me with descrip- 
tions of the fashion. At length we set 
off; my cousin was very anxious to 
know how 1 had spent the time which she 
had been obliged to give courageous- 
ly to etiquette, and which 1 should 
have lost as she did, had I not cho- 
sen some character. I wished to laugh 
at ease at ray little adventure and 
communicate to her my observations. 
This little journey may be consider- 
ed by many people as a flight of ima- 
gination, and 1 confess it would not 
become many young girls to make 
similar excursions ; but 1 do not 
think any one can blame those who 
should make them through motives 
such as mine." 

Mademoiselle Phlipon was indebted 
to nature for the most happy dispo- 
sitions ; and she had so well cultivated 
them, that at eighteen years of age 
she wrote deeply meditated reflec- 
tions on the most abstruse subjects. 
But what rendered her still more esti- 



mable, was her extreme modesty, and 
an absolute dislike to every preten- 
sion to genius. The more she wrote 
in silence and obscurity, the more 
her thoughts - are the expression of 
her heart. Speaking of the writings 
which she composed when a girl, she 
says : *• I have a pretty large packet 
of my writings, piled up in a dusty 
corner of my library, or perhaj»_ in. 
a garret ; never had I the slightest in- 
tention of one day becoming an author. 
1 perceived early in life, that a wo- 
man who gained this title, lost a great 
deal more than she acquired. The 
men ridicule her ; and her own sex 
criticise her ; if her works be bad, 
they join in laughing at her ; if goad, 
her right to thein is disputed." Ma- 
dame Roland wrote nothing for the 
press, but the Memoirs she compos- 
ed during .her imprisonment, and' this 
was solely to- repel the calumny that 
pursued her. 

To he Continued. 



DETACHED ANECDOTE. 



NO FLATTERY TO KINGS, OR A CON- 
TRAST TO JUBILEE SERMONS. 

D'ALEMBERT, in his Select Eu- 
logies, remarks that the most e- 
loquent address ever delivered to Louis 
XIV. was that of a religious mission- 



ary, who on his first appearance be- 
fore the king, thus began his dis- 
course: " Sire, I mean not to pay a 
compliment to your majesty, for I 
Itave found none in the gospel." 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



VERSES, 

«5i THE HEATH OF THOMAS PHELPS, 

MOYALLEN, FEB A, 1810. 

THY sun is set, uh Plielps ! 
The mournful night is come, 
The curtains of darkness have closed; 
And never again on the earth, 
Shall the living terrestiial form, 
That embodied thy virtues appear. 
The willow bends its branches o'er the 

stream ; 
Their drooping weight has sunk the weep- 
ing leaves, 
Till buried in the wave, they lowly lie. 
A double horror seems to spread around 
The cypress' solemn shade; 
The yew-tree darker looks, 
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And frowns more awful o'er the silent 
tombs. 
For, brighter glories beamM, 
In heaven's ethcieul vvity, 
Thau oft have bless'd a mortal sight, 
When thy bruad suu Went down ! 

Alas! and is it gone ? 
Did Ariel's angel-form 
Speed to the west and guide its glowing 
car ? 
For surely no glory of mortals, 
Could stream such a radiance around— 
Yes — winged as a seraph he flew ; 

Celestial glory beaiu'd 
A dazzling splendour round his head ; 
In his own flaming car, 
Hulling ou wheels of gold, 
Bb 
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Which nVsry eoersers drew. 
With lightning's rapid speed, 
He bore thy blessed spirit up aloft, 

And seated it upon a throne, 
With saints and angels in the midst of 
heav'n. 
And is it thus, oh Phelps t 
Thy virtuous spirit fled ? 

Toy work below was done, 
The measure of thy cup was full, 
Too full of fcood, for earth to hold it 
longer, 
Scarce had the autumn sun 
Of life beanVd on thy cheek, 
But autumn's richest store 
Of choicest virt»es (oh > the excellence 
The' loveliness of wise and godly men !) 
Were treasured up as in a boly shrine, 
Within thy own pure bosom's calm a- 
bode. 
Rejoice ! rejoice aloud ! 
Even angels sound above, 
In realms of endless light, 
The gratulation spng ! 
Ye who with fondest love. 
And bosoms torn by all the bitter pangs 
Of warm affection's bursting bonds, 
Watched o'er his bed, when writhed in 
agony, 
The body struggled long 
With dire convulsive throes, 
Till nature ceased the strife ; 
A placid calm ensued— 
And freed from mortal teils, the spirit 
flew 
In liberty's unbounded range, 
Tow ering as eagles high, 
Far o'er the tops of Caucasean hills, 
With rapturous joy to the gates of Para- 
dise. 
But art thou gone, oh ! Phelps ? 
Alas ! alas ! he is gone, 
The friend of humanity ; 
Then flow afresh from sorrow-streaming 
eyes 
The fountains of your tears, 
Ye, who have seen the softness of pity, 
Beam in his eye like the dew-drop of 
spring. 
Let deeper gloom surround, 
And mournful plaints proclaim your 
grief unfeigned ; 
Put on the sack-cloth robes, 
And roll your troubled heads, 
Mourning in dust and ashes, 
For alas ! he is gone 
The friend of humanity : 
Who now will hear your petition ? 
Did he send you empty away? 
No — thou wast nobly kind. 
The gentle boeu of charity 

Was ever sanctified, 
And iu thy hands twice blessed. 



But, oft th* hand that gave, 
Was to the child of want invisible, 
For the gratitude that ftow'd 
Even from sincerest hearts, 
The tribute paid to virtue for tby boun- 
ty, 
Breathed not so pure a joy, 
Nor thrilled such keen delight 
As that small voice that whispered to thee 
peace, 
Diffused in heavenly charms, 
Through all tby raptured soul. 
And art thou gone for evr ? 
Then let the orphan weep, 
Let the widow's sigh be heard; 
For thou couldst feel a fond paternal care, 
And cherish those, whose earthly stay. 
By heaven's high will, 
Was soon— too soon, alas! it seem'd— 
withdrawn; 
Never did filial piety more pure, 
Flow to an anxious father, than to thee, 
Their counsellor, friend, 
The grateful whisperings of their orphan- 
tongues, 
For thousand generous cares ; 

Thy task is done, 
No more shall the storms of life, 

Beat on thy head ; 
But now receive thy reward, 
In heaven, for the righteous decreed, 
A holy unchangeable crown, 
With amaranthine flowers entwined. 
Exulting, hear the words of truth— 
Behold my faithful servant, 
Thou hast well done, 
Enter to joy, 
With the righteous of old ; 
Thy seat is prepared, 
Iu the empyreal sky, a bless'd eternal 
reign. T.H. 

London teb. 8, 1810. 

THE HEFEHTENT LIBEKTINE. 

From the French qfM. Des Barreaux. 

GREAT God of Heaven, whose judg- 
ments are most just, 

Indulgent ever to thy fav'riteman ! 

Alas ! oh ! God, alas ! I've sinned so 
much, 

Mercy may pardon— justice never can. 

Yes ! ob ! my God, I've plunged so deep 
in guilt, 

Thy interest now my happiness must 
oppose, 

Thy power supreme can only vengeance 
choose 

No choict, save vengeance, even thy 
mercy knows. 

Avenge thee then ! — thy glory it de- 
mands; 

Yes ! hurl thy bolts ! 'tis time ! wage war 
lor war — 



